THE   EXILE-WOBLD   OF   LONDON

instruments of torture must have inflicted agonies
enough upon their owner to satisfy the mind of King
Bomba's cruellest gaoler. At last he could bear it no
longer: he wrote a few short letters to some London
friends, thanking them in simple words for what efforts
they had made to assist him in his object; acknowledg-
ing that he had been over-sanguine, and informing us
that he had now given up the enterprise. Nothing
more was said or hinted in this melancholy memorial.
A day or two after he locked himself up in his room;
somebody heard an explosion, but took no particular
notice; he occupied two or three rooms in a dismal
barrack-like lodging-house, sacred to cosmopolitan exiles.
The lady who had endeavoured to give voice to my poor
friend's scheme came later in the day to see him. As
no effect was produced by knocking, the door was
broken open; and the poor Neapolitan was found lying
dead, a pistol still in his hand, a pistol bullet in his
brain.orator
